The beating down of the wise
And great Art beaten down*

Maybe a twelvemonth since

Suddenly I began,

In scorn of this audience,

Imagining a man,

And his sun-freckled face,

And grey Connemara cloth*

Climbing up to a place

"Where stone is dark under froth,

And the down-turn of his wrist

When the flies drop in the stream;

A man who does not exist,

A man who is but a dream;

And cried,  'Before I am old

I shall have written him one

Poem maybe as cold

And passionate as the dawn/

THE HAWK
'CALL, down the hawk from the air;
Let him be hooded or caged
Till the yellow eye has grown mild?
For larder and spit are bare,
The old cook enraged,
The scullion gone wild/
VI will not be clapped in a hood,
Nor a cage, nor alight upon wrist*
Now I have learnt to be proud
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